CHAPTER 192 


November 5, 2011 


“Did you see the Midnight Channel last night?” 


Chie and Justin had been walking home from school when Chie had brought up the 
rather controversial topic of the Midnight Channel. It was kind of important that they 
talked about it, but she already knew she wasn’t exactly going to get good results 
out of bringing it up. Maybe it was just that part of her was hoping Justin was 
blowing steam when he said he was done with the investigation team and the 
Midnight Channel. After all, he did still show up to meetings on a regular basis; 
perhaps he had changed his mind on all of this. Of course, Justin being as stubborn 
as always, or perhaps just hurt, was not pleased with the sudden topic that had 
been brought up. He wanted specifically to be left in the dark on all matters related 
to the Midnight Channel. That way not only would he not know whenever someone 
was in danger, or the investigation team had to put themselves at risk to pull them 
out, but so he could have a clean conscious should anything go horribly wrong. He 
couldn’t possibly be responsible for anything if he didn’t know about it, right? 


“We're not talking about this.” Justin remarked bluntly and to the point. He had no 
intention of discussing the Midnight Channel, he had no intention of watching the 
Midnight Channel, he had no intention of acknowledging its existence. As far as 
Justin was concerned, it was just a rumor; and Chie was being ridiculous right now. 
There was never a Midnight Channel to begin with. Chie groaned ever so slightly 
under her breath, irritated though concerned eyes falling upon Justin as they walked 
side by side, bottom lip clenched between her teeth. She got he didn’t want to be 
involved, but this was important stuff. People could die if they didn’t stay vigilante. 
They wouldn’t force Justin into the television if he didn’t want to; after all, they all 
realized the risks involved when they signed on for this little expedition. That said, 
there was no reason for Justin not to at least lend them a pair of eyes... or one in his 
case, she supposed. She wasn’t asking much of him; just that he pay attention 
when it rained. 


“Come on, Justin. | Know you left the team but this is really important. | think the 
person that showed up this time was a kid.” Chie remarked with concern. Justin 
sighed slightly, shaking his head to side to side. Yeah, it being a kid kind of made it 
a lot worse, but at the same point, now Justin just felt like Chie was trying to guilt 
trip him. He wasn’t going to jump on the rescue wagon just because it was a kid, 
and especially not because Chie was trying to pressure him. If anything, all she had 
manage to do was make him feel bad that he could do nothing to help the child. Not 
anymore. 


“| don’t think you seem to get it Chie. When | said | was leaving the team, | meant 
it. | cannot deal with the pressure anymore, and you’re not helping right now.” 
Justin rebutted with soft annoyance; as if he wanted to bitch Chie out, but 
something about the look on her face had sunk his heart too deep to find the anger 
in his chest. She really was concerned; not only about the child, but about Justin. He 
was So desperate to pretend the Midnight Channel didn’t exist that he didn’t realize 
by ignoring it completely he was letting his fears control him. All he was doing by 
ignoring it was insuring that what he was afraid would happen would happen again. 
Justin could tell she was concerned about him, though perhaps it was the mention of 
the Midnight Channel that made the reverse true as well. He remembered all too 
well what had happened with Rise’s shadow. He’d rather it not happen again, yet he 
couldn’t bear to be involved in something he knew could lead down that road again. 


“...1 Know you don’t want to get involved, but... we really could use your help. You 
don’t have to go back into the television or anything, just... tell us if you see 
anything funny.” Chie pleaded with him. She didn’t want to pressure him into 
anything, but really, they did need all the help they could get; especially with an 
image as blurry as last time, especially when a child was the next target. No doubt 
a child wouldn’t be able to last as long on the other side as any adult or teenager 
could. They wouldn’t have the strength to deal with the fog. “Please... do it for me.” 
Chie continued, pouting her bottom lip ever so slightly. Justin sighed after a 
moment, stopping and turning around with slight aggravation. 


“Dammit, fine.” Justin finally conceded with annoyance, hands thrown up with 
irritation. “But | swear to god this is only because we’re talking about a kid. Anyone 
else and you’re on your own.” Justin remarked before turning back around and 
storming off, leaving Chie behind in the dust. She had considered chasing after him, 
but the way she figured, he just needed to cool off. She was asking a lot of him after 
all, all things considered. 


“He really is stubborn, isn’t he?” 


“Just when | got used to going to bed early...” 


Justin yawned as he sat on the couch, observing the television from across the 
room. Maya would have joined him, but apparently she had to work late shift with 
Yosuke, helping stock the shelves and what not. It was strange for her to be out this 
late working, but he supposed it shouldn’t be a problem. Hell, she probably just 
wanted to say her goodbyes to the rest of the staff since all her paperwork, both 
forged and legitimate alike, had been sent in for consideration. Justin didn’t have a 
doubt in his mind that she’d get in; she just really had to cram those books for 
exams, and that meant less work more studying. Yosuke surely would understand if 
she wanted to leave under those conditions. 


All the same, Justin sat there, a sense of nausea in his stomach as he waited for the 
television to flicker on, rain pattering against his window in a rhythmatic dance. 
Justin didn’t want to stay up; he just wanted to ignore all of this... but part of him 
just couldn’t. A small child being the next target of a serial killer? Killing was as a 
whole wrong, but killing a child? It takes a special kind of fucked up to do that. And 
besides; he made a promise to Chie he would do this, if only this one time. He’d 
have to stick it out in his gut until the channel came and went once again. 


11:59 
12:00 


The clock ticked only a few seconds linger as Justin stared at the screen, an obvious 
delay before the image the television would show fizzled into view. It was blurry, 
hard to make out a damn thing, save for the slightest dark silhouette of what was 
clearly a child against the television screen. Justin squinted a bit trying to make out 
details, though he wasn’t having much luck. He instead slowly inched his way 
towards the screen to get a better look; something his heart had regretted doing. 
The moment he had started to be able to make out the slightest difference in 
lighting on the parts of her body, it was clear to Justin who this was; and he could 
feel it dig through his heart like a spear. 


On the television was none other than Nanako herself, staring out into nothingness, 
very clearly scared. Justin damn near fell over once he noticed it was her, heart 
beating fast as he took in the sight. Of all the children it could have been; Nanako!? 
No... He... He couldn’t let this happen. She had to be alright; hell he’d run out into 
the pouring rain right now to make sure she was alright if he needed to. And that’s 
exactly what he did, throwing his jacket on before quickly dialing up Yu’s number to 
make sure everything was going alright at his house. No answer, though the phone 
did ring. That did nothing to reassure him. He sighed before quickly punching in 
another number; Chie’s to be precise. It rang a bit as he quickly ran out the door, 
rain pressing against him like waves. 


“...Hey, did you see anythi-“ 


“Chie, call everyone up right now. We have a huge problem.” 


“Nanako!” 


Justin skid to a stop outside of Yu’s house, drenched and shivering from the rain as 
he laid eyes upon the Dojima residence. He could already tell something was 
horribly wrong by the way the door had been left wide open, rain pouring through 
the door way. If anyone was home, they most certainly would keep the door closed 
in this weather. And if they weren’t home; well | don’t think | need to explain why 
leaving the front door open was a bad idea. Something had happened here; he 


could tell right away as he rushed inside, feet dripping all along the floor. He’d have 
to apologize for fucking up their floors with mud later; this was far more important 
after all. He quickly scanned the room, trying to find any sign of Nanako; yet despite 
how much he called out to her, there was no response. “Shit.” Justin mumbled to 
himself, trying to shake the water from his hair as he looked around. He shook his 
head with disbelief. How could he have let this happen to a little girl like Nanako? It 
wasn’t long before his search was interrupted by an all too familiar voice. He might 
have been angry to hear it too if he wasn’t so panicked. 


“Justin-san, what are you-!?” Naoto shouted as she stormed in the house, 
investigating the area. Justin shook his head a bit, biting his lip as he tried to let out 
whimpers of failure. She was gone, and with the strength a child like herself had... 
well... it might not end well unless this got over and done with immediately. 


“Why her!?” 


“| know what you're thinking, but... Nanako-chan does fit the pattern. She wasn't 
seen... but she was heard. Do you remember the politician who visited a local 
school, and made the news several times? In those interviews, he always quoted a 
particular student he spoke with. The child became well-known while remaining 
anonymous... That girl was Nanako-chan! A reporter who took interest in this 
released her photo and interview using her real name in today's evening paper. But 
even before that... This is a small, rural town. Her identity must have been 
circulating for quite some time.” Naoto explained for the heartbroken Justin. She 
should have realized it sooner; the criteria for the Midnight Channel doesn’t 
necessarily have to be a visual appearance, it could be a reference to them instead. 
Which might have explained Justin’s situation slightly more; Naoto recalled there 
being a new report over a fight in an alleyway not too long ago, and while three of 
the participants had been reprimanded, the fourth and fifth were not. Naoto was to 
assume that was Justin and another unknown party. Perhaps Kurt, perhaps Chie. 
Justin took a deep breath, before turning back to face Naoto and by extension the 
door. 


“You go look around the area, I'll Keep searching here.” Justin ordered her. Naoto 
seemed a bit hesitant to have Justin keep searching the house when she clearly 
wasn’t in sight, but now wasn’t the tme to be second guessing. If there was a 
problem, she could call him up and have him patrol elsewhere; but for the time 
being, they had no time to waste bickering. Naoto nodded with agreement before 
turning to run out the door. Justin sighed before quickly darting towards the living 
room, scanning the room around him as he did. He knew she wasn’t here... but he 
did know where she could be. Naoto would never let him go through with it if she 
knew what Justin was going to attempt; but he didn’t have time for her to interrupt 
him. Any second wasted was another second Nanako was in danger. He sighed as 
he slowly crouched in front of the television. It was big... Big enough for a child 
Nanako’s size to fit in no doubt, and perhaps someone bigger to just squeeze 


through. Thankfully Justin had a small body frame. He held his breath before 
tapping the screen, assuring that he wasn’t going to hit his head diving through a 
solid wall. lf Nanako was dropped through this television, then would jumping 
through the same television bring Justin to the same place? There was only way to 
find out. 


“Alright... One... two... THREE.” Justin shouted before diving towards the television. 
It was a tight fit, but he managed to slide through with only minor pain in his rib 
cage. It was strange, it hurt less hitting the ground than it did squeezing through 
the television. Perhaps that was because Justin had landed on a white puffy cloud. 
Justin didn’t know why; he didn’t care. He didn’t have time to stare at the clouds 
and flowers and rainbows. It may have looked like heaven, but in the end, it was 
nothing but hell. And Justin knew that better than anyone else. “Nanako!” Justin 
called out again, scanning the world he had found himself stranded in. Justin would 
assume that Nanako wouldn’t have wandered far on his own; and he wasn’t entirely 
wrong. She woudn’t, but then, she wasn’t alone. Not in here. Though Justin did have 
to wonder if a child like Nanako could even have a shadow. She was always so open 
about everything, plus she was too young to really deny who she was as a person. 


And so Justin wandered, sneaking past shadows and navigating the cloudy skies 
above in search for her. She wouldn’t have gone far with the shadows wandering 
around, which would mean she had to be taken away from where she had been 
dropped in; by who for what reason, Justin could only imagine. And he really didn’t 
want to imagine it. There wasn’t much to leave to the imagination anyway. After 
what felt like a half hour of wandering, he had found something rather peculiar. A 
man dressed head to toe in a green delivery outfit. Justin didn’t know who it was, 
but it was clear he wasn’t a shadow; at least... probably not. He was a human, and 
he couldn’t have been thrown in because he was never the target. Which meant he 
had come in here on his own; meaning he had the power of Persona. Justin wasn’t 
sure if that was a good or bad thing at first, but as he slowly and cautiously snuck 
up from behind the fucker fleeing from something, he could hear Nanako 
whimpering in pain. Seemed their suspect here was trying to escort Nanako into the 
shadow world. There was no doubt in Justin’s mind; this was their guy. Within a split 
second he stood up and drew his magnum, aiming it straight at his skull. 


“Freeze!” Justin shouted out to the man, stopping him in his tracks... or at least, for 
a moment before he turned immediately around, Nanako held tight in his grip to 
prevent her from running. It was like he was using her as a human shield to keep 
Justin from firing a bullet into his skull. Which he was contemplating doing anyway if 
this was their guy; though he supposed he shouldn’t be murdering people around a 
child. That would scar Nanako for life... though he supposed so would this. Nanako 
coughed a bit, very clearly struggling and in pain as the man in green gripped her 
by the throat with his arm. “Let... her... go.” 


“You... you're the one | saved...” The man in green remarked with curiosity and 
interest; though as to what he meant by that, Justin hadn’t the slightest clue. If 
anything, it just made him sound like a delusional mad man. And even if he wasn’t, 
when he was practically choking Nanako in the position he was in, Justin had no 
intention to listen to a word he said. 


“You? News for you, | saved me. My friends saved me. The fuck did you do? Throw a 
couple of people in the television screen? You’re a murderer, you scum. You didn’t 
save ANYONE.” Justin choked up with anger and annoyance. This was their guy; it 
just had to be. And here he was claiming that he saved Justin; which was untrue in 
any Capacity of the word. Justin didn’t know what this guy thought he was doing 
that he claimed he was saving people, but mentally insane or not, this guy was ina 
dangerous position; and if need be, Justin would take him down. 


“| can’t... breathe...” Nanako choked up, almost pleading to Justin to help her. As if 
she even needed to ask Justin shook his head with disgust, biting his bottom lip for 
a moment. He was in a strange situation; this guy clearly had no weapons, but he 
was in a position where Nanako could get hurt if Justin tried anything funny. After 
all, a child as small as Nanako was fragile, and could very easily, say, have her neck 
snapped should this guy lose it. But then, it seemed he was also more than content 
using her as a human shield. An... odd choice to say the least. 


“You won’t stop me from saving her.” The green clothed man remarked, a snarl 
under his breath. The guy had only spoken two sentences, but from those two 
sentences alone Justin had been able to figure out that save had become 
synonymous with kill. The guy was off his rocker if he thought he was going to kill 
anyone. He’d walk away with a bullet in his forehead before he let him hurt Nanako. 
Justin spat a bit the side with annoyance, taking a deep breath and rolling his eyes 
before training his eyes back on their killer, gun aimed steadily on him the whole 
time. 


“You know, using a little girl as a human shield isn’t a wise move. You can duck all 
you want, | gurantee you if | want to shoot you this bullet WILL hit you. If | were you, 
I’d let her go, and maybe you can walk away with this with a nice comfy cell for the 
rest of your life.” Justin explained to him, glaring all the while. This was only going 
to end one of two ways for the killer now that Justin had him in his sights; hoe it 
went down was entirely up to him. “I’m giving you to the count of three. One...” 


Justin began to countdown to the moment the bullet would explode from out of the 
gun’s barrel, darting towards the killer’s brain and out the back of his skull, 
squeezing ever so gently on the trigger as he cocked the gun. The killer 
immediately began to panic, eyes widening mouth slightly a jar as he stood up, 
backing away with Nanako still in his grip. A move that only served to annoy Justin. 
Did he serious think he could run with a gun trained on him? “Two...” Justin 
continued, glare deepening on the killer. As the number hit his ears, he immediately 


let go of the child, much to Justin’s initial delight; at least, until he found the killer 
was simply grabbing her by the wrist to make it easier to flee with her. Justin sighed 
with annoyance, ready to pull the trigger and end it all, right here, right now. This 
was for ruining everyone’s lives. 


“Thre-“ Before Justin could fire off his bullet deep into the killer’s corpse however, 
he was cut off by a blunt force to the back of the head, knocking him clean out to 
the ground. It only hurt a little, but the place he had been hit was enough to 
paralyze him for a brief moment. He groaned and rubbed his head as he hit the 
ground, slowly opening his eyes as he went to get up and spy what shadow had no 
doubt struck him in the back of the skull. The smaller ones had the habit of doing 
that from time to time, especially the hands. It was rather annoying, because now 
Justin had to catch up with his killer, and Justin wasn’t exactly a great runner. Little 
did he know he had bigger concerns. For just as he was about to get up and give 
chase to their killer he was met by the sight of two shotgun barrels starring him in 
the eye, a mere inch or two away from his nose. Justin’s mouth opened wide for a 
moment; no normal shadow was smart enough to use a weapon... It was either 
human, or one of the more advance shadows... whatever it was... it was an 
abomination. 


As Justin’s gaze slowly shifted up from the barrel, he could recognize her figure 
immediately. She was garnished in a black hoodie, and had short, raven toned hair, 
a pink hair pin keeping her bangs in place. The eyes were golden as to be expected, 
or at least, one of them was. You see, it was sort of hard to have both eyes when 
half of your face was nothing but shredded up meat, a gaping hole where chunks of 
her face had been blown off, leaving nothing but minces of muscle tissue and 
scraps of skin behind, rough edges in the skull where a bullet had pierced it years 
before. And despite the fact that half of her face was missing, she still stood there 
as if she didn’t even notice anything wrong, just aiming that shotgun right at Justin’s 
face. Standing in front of him was a ghost, the once believed deceased shadow of 
Maya. Justin was rather confused; he had thought Maya’s shadow was dead, not 
only from the incident with his own shadow, but from the time he had destroyed her 
control over his own shadow’s body. With that he would have assumed the 
connection was severed. In truth, the real shadow had never been hurt by Justin’s 
war against his shadow. And why is that? 


Because the Maya in control of Justin’s shadow was never really Maya’s Shadow. It 
was a delusion, an alternate personality if you will that his shadow had created to 
cope with the guilt of losing Maya’s shadow. It was strange, he hated her with all his 
guts; yet he couldn’t live without her. So subconsciously, he didn’t. His mind played 
tricks on him, creating another entity, fooling him into believing she was still with 
him. And in truth, she sort of was; just not the way Justin’s shadow had expected. 
The voice of in the shadow’s head? Nothing but a fictional character... a fictional 
character that the shadow eventually lost control over... and eventually, a fictional 
character that controlled him. The Maya they had confronted in the dark mirror 


image of Justin’s hometown was nothing but a lie. This was the real Maya. And she 
was pissed. Justin’s eyes slowly shifted to a golden tone, something stirring up 
within the shadow’s heart strings, of course, assuming shadows had hearts. He had 
come to terms that the Maya that had been with him was fake; he always realized 
she was. He just didn’t want to believe it. But this? This was the real Maya. She had 
never left him. 


“Maya?” The shadow questioned, almost whimpering as he laid eyes on his once 
believed deceased friend. She just glared at him though, a snarl under her breath as 
she continued to point the shotgun at him. It took her a moment for her to withdraw 
the gun’s ironsights from the shadow’s skull, which had done more than a little to 
ease his concerns and fears. At least, that was until she turned the gun around so 
that the butt of the shotgun was facing Justin’s downed body. 


“Revenge is a dish best served cold.” She remarked before thrusting th butt of 
the gun into Justin’s skull; knocking him out cold. 


